Chicago.—Are you going to elope? |
It you are, fnst hire the Gasoline Elop
ar, nt youw will Hve Mappily or
arterward.  The Gaaoline Eloger—IL is
culled the “Love Beat" by some—is
the bame given by the people of Mo-
torville to the Ursephwer our

car that plies bet 1 Bingle Ble
ness and the lnnd of Retter or Worse, |
Muotorvllle 15 out Michl avernun wi
where the homes of Chle
have been transformed into #
and shops and where the atrects and
alleys have been polished with ofl
and rubbed down by a million wheals,
Out there the honk-honk s the revellle
and the taps

The Gasoline Hloper has earried
more hoappy twalns [nto the land of |
Better or Worse than any other auto

i
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mohile In Motorville, where all the
automoblles come from. It has trav-
eled with the wind over boulevards

and country roads, across the state
line to the knot-tying piace In Indiana |
In the dead of night like a specler B6t
on wheels; it has worn o path to
Juatice shops at rural orosstoads, to
little white churches that speck the
connlryside; it has borpe bachelors
to church and brought them back
benodiets, and it has fled away with
girls in brown and men In gray and
brought {hem back to the parental roof
in tlime for the lee cream and cake
and congratulations. It has put a
five doliars an hour price on romance,
and It has shattered every record set
down an the hooks of Cupld for mak-
ing two hearts beat as ono.

Telegram Tells of Safety.

Every day In the week the Gasoline
Eloper makes the round trip between
Motorvills and one of the stations on
the route to blise. Every onee in
awhile it goes to the end of the line
down In Indiana or over In Michigan,
and Its safe wrrival s always chron-
fcled by a telegram to mother, Not
o tluy passes that it does not figure in
some sort of a romance, budding or In
full bloom, but it's the record-breaking
trips it has made o the end of the
Nne that hus made the Gasollne Eloper
ToImots

The Gasollne Eloper uged 1o be pod
—until 1t got down the new record In
Cupld’'s book Now IU's white, as
white as the rihbong that are stretohed
slong the aisles when the organ bo- |
ging to play, on white s the candles
on the altar, as white as the felng on |
the eake. If there 15 anything else
out in Motorville it Is approprintoncss,
and that’s why the Gasoline Eloper
wiis palnted white not lopg ago,

Dangling behind the two rear wheels
of this 46-horsepower car of Copid Is
0 #lgn bearing the number 4666, No.
4646 is the leense number of the Gas.
oline Hloper, und the numerals are
palnted in white letters on the front
of the car and they are painted on the
glasz of the lamps, too, so that when-
ever you see No. 4665 swinging along
the boulevards just look inslde and
you will see more coolng and billing
than you ever read ahout in a dime
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WHAT CURED HIM OF HABMT.

Thinking Aloud a Thing of the Past
with This Man.

“T weo,” sald the young man who
smokes, “that a London dostor has
come Lo the fropt with some formula
wirranted to cure the most confirmed
drivaler of the habit of talking to him-
£ [ Ay

“Humph,” sald the other, “thal Is
nothing new. Thera are dozens of
ciires already on the market, Doubt-
less all these specifica have some vir
tug, but 1'll wager none of them la g0
effective as the one | accldentally bit
upon several years ago. In my younger
days I was n slave to the habit of
selfcommunion. No matter whera 1

was, whellier alone or in a crowd, my
- mind was nlways busy, and involun-

Aarily my ghts ran to  spoken

|and n
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novel—unless the shades are drawn
o & AEmile-tchotr zalt moakes the
numbers look like n streak of paint.

Suspect Happy-Loaoking Man,

Every min who wears the kind of
L amile thit won't come off, new shoes,
gray suit, who wants to rent
an automoblile In Motorville Ig at once
regarded with sugpleion and gent over
to the garage of the Gasoline Eloper.
If the man with the everlasting amile,
the new shoes, and the greay sult 48 ae-
companied by a feminine figure done
In moft hrowns, the Gasoline Elaper
doesn’'t walt to be rubbed down. It
Just wings out from Its stall, and it
doesn’t come bnek again until it is
uble to wear a brond smile, The Gas-
ollne Eloper obeys the sume code that
gulded the Spartan warrlor who was
instructod o come back either with
his shield or nupon It, and so when
No, 4665 1s on the Job it doesn’t ring
up the time clock untll the world's
supply of bearts has been reduced by
the merger of two into one,

Bone gay that Dag Cupiid himsall ls
the carefully reckless driver of No.
4665, The driver wears Dan for a
front name, anyvhow, and perhaps his
lnst name ls the Bwedish for Cupid.
At any rate Dun knows how to drive,
and drive fust, He lg not gllowed to
anawer any questions, either, and that
helps along the business of 4665, Dan
Is always In a hurry, Ho goes over
the boulevards and the Gluecoe bumps
like a summery breeze, blowing up
the dust, making puddles look like
rain and telegraph poles like the bars
on the county jail, and fsnning the
cheeks of gparrow cops.

Coppers Know When Dan Is Out.

Dan never gets pinched. Every cop-
per from Motorville north to Wauke-
gan, south to the Indiana state line,
ii.l'_ul wast to the nearest crossroads
justice shop knows that when No.
4665 rips off the miles like a wire
less mossage It's “on the Job," and not
A hand Is maised. Dan doesn’'t mind
specding—he's married himsel! and he
sayd it's all for the ecanse. He says
he keeps his engine in pace with the
heart beata Inside the Hmonsine, and
that means broken speed laws overy
mile from nost to wire.

Mogt of the eloping couples earried
to their goal In No, 4665 live happily
nver afterwards, bubl of eourse there
are some exceptions to the rule. Even
before 4665 left the factory down in
Huffalo where it was built it fastened
its firat two senlps to its belt. It was
a bright spritng day with all the set-
tings lound In the love songs of the
poets when Genevieve Taylor of Buf-
falo, together with her father, vigited
the Tactory whers the Gasoline Bloper
was belng put together. Papa Taylor
wanted to buy & ear In which he was
to make a tour of the west with
Genevieve und her mother,

The finishing touches were helng put
on No, 4665 when Mr. Taylor and his
daughter reached the tepting voom of
the great faclory—the room to which

cars sre taken to be tested. While
they weore stil]l In the room No, 4665
was brought in. It was ready for the
test before belng painted and shipped
to Chicago.

Love Came on During High Speed.

Charles Gibbons, the Garedevil
tester of the factory, was assigned to
miuke the firgt run on the chassis, Miss
Teylor walched the preparations with
great interesl.  Finally she nsked why
she conldn’'t make the ride with Gib
bons. Her father, after some hesita-
tion and many assurances both from
the manager of the factory and the
daring Gibbons, gave his consent,

The palr were soon speeding along
the boulevards. The silent Gibbons
sat rigidly grasping the steering
wheel; his eves were riveted straight
ahoad, and he seemed to notlce noth-
ing to right or left of him. He stosd
lly increased the speed, untll his te
sponsive machine seemed fairly to
fiy over the paved roads, Miss Tay-
lor knew that she had never before
ridden at such a furious rate of speod,
Her strained eyes instinctively turned
from the rosd ahead to the stolid fig-
ure beslde her and, somehow, she felt

absolute confidence in  the steady
nerve of this “strong master of the
wheal ™

They had traveled about ten miles,
abd thelr speed was approaching &0
tisiles an hour when, suddenly, on a
nearby oross street, another ciar was
geen to be wildly appronching at a fu
rious rate of speed. A fatul erash

emed inevitable.  She clutched nt
Gibbons' shoulders and hid her face
bebind him, The suspense was torsl-
ble;  bBut young Gibbons, with rare
presences of mind, judged the distance
spett]l  accurately, opened the
throttle to ita widest point, and his
uhead, allowlng the other
fly miss his rear fender,
Ended in Car's First Marriage.

Fhon Gibbons gradusly broyught his
machine to o stop, and for the firat
time during the ride glanced at Miss
Tavlor, Her face was pallid, bot it
was fAlled with sllent gratitude, Res
foree they hnd gone half the digtance
back to the factory Miss Taylor had
learned that Gibbons wes her hrother's
chum st college. After the next ride,
which wus taken o few days lunter, Gib-
bons was compelled to un®rgo the or
deal of presenting himself to Taylor
as his gon-in-law.

That was the beginning of the re-
markable pecord of No, 4665,

It was the fate of chassls No, 980
to be shipped to Chiengo and there
sold by the agent to 1. O. Scott, a
young mining engineer and ownet,
who had come up from his Mexlean
mines to spend the summer and in
cldentally some of his gold in the
states, Not many years before Mr.
Seott had been & world's champlion
bieyele rider, and he now found great
pleasure In this high-speed automobile,

Alter he had used hls car about a
month, le received & message from

car sho

ear (o ua

held in reserve In Motorville for men
In gray and girls in soft browns,

Although It was one of the elope.
ments which fafled 10 end bappily,
No. 4666 carrled George Van Banda
and Grace Cochrane on thelr wild rids
to the knotiying place.

Only a few days after the dash of
4865 to Milwaukee with Van. Sands
and his promised bride a Ixrge party
of Evanstonians went on a camping
expedition to Momence, 1l  Among
these were Miss Vera Grace Moore
and Mr, Robert P, Sheppard. This en.
gaged ocouple were missed from camp
one whole evening and a search was
made for them. They had slipped
away from camp and had walked to
the rallroad station, where, while walt-
ing for a traln to Chicago, Mr. Shep-
pard telephoned a Chicago garage to
meet the train at the La Salle street
gtation. The “love bhoat" was sent,
and agaln carefully served to convey
an eloping couple to the parsonage.
After the cercmony Mr. and Mra. Shep
pard returned to the station, and the
“"love boat” bad out another nolch In
ite rapidly growlng record.

Married In Gasaline Eloper.

Varlous Chicago couples have been
married on rallroad traing, on boals,
on housetops, on roller skates and on
fce skates; In the water, and as many
more unusual places; but not long ago
Dr, G. R, Charehill, a Chicago dentist,
was married to Miss Lotile Andrews
while riding in an automoblle, and has
attained the distinetion of having
been the originator of this latest
unigue place of marriage.

It happened a year or 8o ago on A
erlsp day in October, Dr, Churchill
had planned a quiet marriage at the
bome of his favorite preacher. The
owner of 4605 wans cast in the role of
best man, A run was made to the
clergyman’s house, but to the chagrin
of the couple the minister was not at
home and would not be back for half
an hour. A spin over the boulevards
was taken, and when the wedding
party rombled up to the eurb in front
of the clergyman's house It was found
they would pot have tlme to go In
8o the clergyman was called out to the
machine and the knot was tied from
the curh,

Makes Even Prize Fighter Woosy.

Puring the summers of 1006 and
1007 the “Jove boat” figured in dozens
of elopments:. Joseph Howard, the
composer of tuneful dittles which
hiave made several musical comedies
successlul, was the principal In one
of these. Immediataly after Mr. How.
ard was granted a divoree from his
former wife, Ida Emerson Howard, he
rushed from the courtroom Lo an autd.
moblle which stood walting for him,
In which was Miss Mabel Barrison of
"Capt. Careless" fame, A breathless
trip to Hammond, Ind., was made In
No. 4665,

After thia elopement there succes
alvely followed a score of weddings
and elopements in which No. 4666 fig

his mines stating that he was badly
needed there on account of reeent
troubles with tbe Indians, Scott knew
that he thust leave immediately, But
during his short month in Chicago he
had met his affinity., Car No. 4665
took the twain out Hammond way one
night, and they came back bride and
groom,
Love Boat Begins Knot-Tying Career.
After Scott sold 4666 It became
known as the Gagoline Eloper and was

ured, Including the elopement of @
prominent North sglde manufacturer
to Hammond; a well known young
woman of Woodlawn avenue, and also
A goodly number of weddings without
the aensation of an  elopement. Among
these more quiet weddings In which
the “love boal” was used s that of
Herman Landfield, better known as
Kid Herman in pugilistic eircles. On
this occaslon No. 4666 took Mr, and
Mrs, Landfleld on their honsymoon to
New Orleans,

proceeded but a short distance when
an insplration struck me, All morn-
ing 1 had ponderad over the proposal I
wished to put Into the mouth of the
hero of my latest yarm. Of a sudden
the proper speech occurred to me, and
with an intensity of passion 1 bellowed
it forth. For the time belog I forgot all
about the yeung woman, but she soon
reminded me ol her exlsténce and of
her presence thereabouts.

“'Yen," she sald, I am willing, I
have loved you for a long {ime!

“It was gome time hefore [ came o,
When I did finally recover and realized
what had happened T tried by various
diplomatic methods to back out, but it
wns no use. The young lady wans
strangely obtuse. She conldn't take a
hint. Bo, althongh | was convinoced
that bachelor freedom was necessary
to the advancement of my art, we
marrled,” | |

The young man who smoked puffed
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BEFORE DEMOCRACY WAS BORN.

Country's Leanings to Aristocracy In
Washington's Time.

When Washington took the onth
of office Democracy was only & name
in this country, and & much-despised
name. Manhood suffrage wius not serl-
ously considered, Properly cast, the
ballots held the offiees, and only the
more daring agitators  protested
against its domination. The aristo-
eratic wealth of the new nation openly
favored & monarchy with George
Washington' for king, and the masses
were yet further affronted by the or
ganization of “The Hoelety of Clnein-
nntl," a fedoration of the oMcers of
the revolutionary army, In which ft
wan provided that representation
should descend through the eldest lin-
iR S BB
rule of primogeniture. While the pop-

The tavern'was the forum of pop
ular debate In those days, and If we
were permitted to examine the original
drafts of many famous and patriotic
documents, we would likely find them
stalned with ale and Jamafea rum. It
was & day when the premcher drank
his ‘toddy from the pulplt, and In
whicgh neither temperanes mot absti-
nence ware esteemed as virtues.

Conspicuous among the resorts fre-
quented by our ancestral New York
proletariat wns Barden's, or the City
Tavern. This was located on Broad:
way, not far from Bowling Green, and
within » stone’s throw of the prosent
Standard Ol bullting, Here it was
that the founders of Tammuny met at
some round table, lke thelr London
contemporaries, Johnson, Doawell,
Garrick, Goldsmith, and others who
freguented ihe Cheshire Cheese and
tmm::c the Literary club Lo the olink-
Ing of glasses and the munching of
Tood,—Fre Uﬂm’w‘-ﬂmﬁ_ in
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‘him fn her arms for & moment and

Overcoming Her Despondency

By Elizabeth Robbins

(Copyright.)

The shadow of the leaves of an
apple trée branch quiivered on the
white muslin curtalns of Miss Phoebe
Percival's chamber window as they
were sgtirred by the light morning
breego,

The sun just rising filled the room
with & yellow glow. Ordinarily this
was the signal for the rising of
Phoebe, but this morning she lay and
watched the shadows. She had awak-
ened with a heavy feeling of de
spondency. .

“1 declare for it!™” ghe exclalmed to
horself, “I've & good inind not to get
up at all. I ain't of any use In the
world—an old maitl, living here alone,
Seems as If evarybody else bad some-
body to do for—parents or husband
or children or relations of some kind
—at any rate, gomehody they're neces.
sary to and who'd miss ‘em If they
should die. But me!—1 don't suppors
any Uving being would shed a tear
if I should die this minute, 1 shouldn't
be missed any more'n one of the rocks
over In the pasture—"

Phoelo stopped short in her mono-
logue to listen. A faint “meaow”
came from somewhere below.

“Coming, kittle" called Phoebe,
and was out of bed before the words
were out of her mouth,

It took her but a few minutes o
dress, aund then she iripped  downe
stalrs, for Phoebe was quick-motioned
if she was 40,

She let the cat In, stooping to take

pet and falk to him. “You've had
to wait 8o long, Peterkin, I think 1
will glve you an extra good hreakiast,"
ghe sald. The eat rubbed against her
and showed hls affection in all the
ways possible to n eat, and when the
saucer of food was set before him,
purred loudly &s he ate,

Phoebe hnd hardly cleared awsy her
breftkfast and made her three small
rooms tidy, when there was the sound
of children’s volces and a knock on
the fronl door,

“Oh, Miss Percival, will yon pleasa
give us some Nowers for the teacher?"
#poke up one of the children eagerly
when she appeared.

"Bless your hearts, yves!" was the
hearty responge, There was a snlp
snlpping of Phoebe's sclesors, and

when the troop possed ont of the
vard with happy faces, each child had
a fragrant llttle bouquet, and there
was a chorus of “Thank you, Miss Per
eival.”

"Preclous few left,” laughed Phoehe
“But they'll blossom all

to herself,

Tripped Downstairs,

the more for being plcked, and what
would be the use of having flowers It
nobody wanted 'em?'

Bhe was now ready for the day's
work, which wes te make a jacket
and two palrs of knicflerterkers for
little Freddle Westall, from two old
peirs of his papa's trousers, which his
mamma bad ripped and pressed.

“l think I'll make the seats and
elbows double, seelng there's oloth
enough,” solllogulzed Phoebe, “Ired-
die s 8o hard on his elothes and poor
Mra. Westall has so much to do, and
then when they do come to holes the
patchesll be right there all ready to
hem down to.”

The groceryman came as Phoehe
finished cutting the jacket. He was
a fresh, attractive-looking young mun,
and generally [nclined to be soclable:
but this morning he was very glum
and sald never & word as he wrote
down Phogbe's order,

“Why, what have you done to your
wrist?! ghe exclaimed guddenly,

“Cut it on Hadger's old kerosene
can, I guess. The dickens! T didn't
know it was bleeding Ilke that—on
your clean floor, too!*

*“Walt a minute and let me do it
up for yow. Never mind the floor.”

“Oh, IU's no matter. I can put my
handkerchief about it."

But Phoebe inslsted, and after wash.
ing the wounded wrlst, wound It with
soft white cloth. The young man
locked down at her in sllence till she
began to fasten the end of the ban-
dage, when be spoke abruptly:

“Say, Miss Pereival! Suppose you'd
been going with a girl steady for 'most
two years, and all at once she left
you In the lurch some Sunday nlght
and went bome from evening meeting |
with another fellow! Shouldn’t you
think yourself justified in never hav-
ing anything more to say to her?”

“Why, I don't know,"” sald Phoebe.
YShe may have done it just to tesse,
not meaning anything: No; I don't
Hh!nk_- I'd break an' engagoment for a
ittle thing ke that.”

“Oh, but there wasn't any engage:
ment-—at least, nothing had ever been
sald—" . )

“Well,” said Phoebe, as she took
noveral unnecessary stitohes, “if I
had been golng with a girl two years

[way to carry an un
Crimsonbeak—Bure

The young man blushed. 1
guess I've been somsthing of a fool,
Miss Percival” he sald, with an em.
barrassed laugh. “I've been expoct
ing folks to be mind-readers. Thank
you for dolng up my wrist.”

Fhoebe witehed him as he - went
down the path. “I knew Nellie was
fealing bad about something the last
tima she was here,” she mused; "but
I had other company and so she didn't
siy anything. 1It's queer what trifles
will come between two people who
really think the world of each other,”
and Phoebe sighed as she recalled the
one romance of her own e,

The outting out of Freddie Westall's
clothes was done, and Phorbe was at
her gtitching machine, when Mrs.
Galnes, her next nelghbor, burst In at
the door and sank Into a chair. “Do
you know how to put in a stove lin.
ing?" she asked, breathlessly. “John
took mine out and then was ealled
away and won't be home till noon;
and just hefore he went he remem
bered to give me a letter he took out
of the post offlce o week ago-—and IU's
[fom my sister, and ghe's coming hvre
todday on the hall-pnst ten train, ang
golng off in the afternoon on hor way
home from the mountains, and her
son and his wile are with her—and
I've been ganning tomsatoes all the
woek and let everything else go—and
I've been working every minute since
I mot the letler cleaning things up, and
forgot all about the stove—"

“TM go  right back with youn”
Phoobe sald promptly, and the two
left the house together.

Phoebe was posscssed of “gump-
tion," and the stove lining was put In
a8 quickly and as well as John could
have done it

“Now, Laura,” she cammanded, “yon
just run and change your dress and
get ready for your company—'tls "'most
11 o'clock—and leave the diuner to
me. TI'11 have it all on the table by
12, and run over afterward and wash
up the dishes"

“Oh, it is too much—"

"No, It isn'l!" Phoebe interrupted
her. “What are neighbors for it not
to be nelghborly?”

Bo with a deep breath of rellef Mrs,
Galnes obeyed, and Phoebe set to
work on the dinner.

Everything went off ‘well, and at
hall-past one the dishes were washed
and put away, and Phoebe was back
at her machine,

Juat before supper, Mrs. Gaines ran
over for p minute to tell Phoebe how
grateful she was, “My company had
to go away at three o'clock,” she said,
"and If it hodn't been for you I
should have had to stay in the kitch.
en most of the time and hardly seen
my sister at all”

Phoebe hurried her gewing after
supper, so that by helf-past elght she
wag on her way down the road with
Freddie Westall's completed garments
over her arm,

Mrs. Westall gave a rellaved sigh
at sight of her. 'I'm so glad they're
finlghed" she exclalmed. "Some of
the other children dared Freddle to go
through a thicket of horse-briers and
blackberry vinea this afternoon down
in the pasture, and his only palr of
knickerbockers was torn to tatters.
You couldn't atay and spend the even:
ing, could you?" she asked wistfully as
Phoebe rose to go. “I can’t blame
folks for not coming to see me, when
I never get to &ee them; but I do get
d0 lonesome—and my husband is away
this evening, too.”

“Why, T'Il be glad to,” asserted
Phoebe, and (he two sat and rocked
and chatted tll Mr. Westall came
home at tem o'clock.

After Phoehe wns home agaln and
hed locked up for the nlght, there
came a quick knock at the daoor.

“Somebody must have been taken
suddenly sick and sent for me," she
thought as she drew the bolt and
opened the door.

“Good evening, Miss Percival sald
& volce which she fnstantly recogulzed
as that of the groceryman,

“I was golng by home,” the young
man sald, “and saw your light was
burning, so I thought I'd stop and tell
you that I acted on the hint you gave
me this morning, and everything is
all right. Nellle has said she'll marry
me. We thought we'd Ilke you to know
nbout it fArst”

"Well, I am glad!” thought Phoehe,
as she fastened the door again and
waent upatairs. “He's a llkely fallow
and she's a good girl,
be sorry, elther of 'em.”

When Phoebe had put out her light
she lay for awhlle watching the leafy
shadows on her curtalns, cast this
time by the newly-risen moon.

The despondency of the morning
had glven place to & quiet happiness

that was soon merged in pleasant
dreams,

The Consclence of Sam.

“T have a rough-halred terrler dog, by
name Bam, who, besldes baing able
to perform all sorts of tricks, is of a
high moral character,” said a Wall
strest braker. “SBam aits at the front
window every morning watching for
the letter carrler. Rocently he saw
bim as usunl and ran off for the let
ters, He returnad with two in his

‘motth, brought them to me, and went

and lay down again, while I resumod
reuding my newspaper. In two min
utes he rose, went out of the room,
and came back carrying in his mouth
o small sedled pnokage which had
been Intrusted to him by the postman
with the letters. You see, Sam's con-
solence seemingly had chided him at
not completing his work, and would
not let him reat until he had delivered
the package to me. :

. Yeast—Do you kum

Vs S e aioe oy

T
- -

l¢l

They'll never'|

: Hll.\llli It the :_'
M‘;

The
General Demand

of the Well-Informed of the World has

slwsys been for a simple, pleasant and
efipient liquid Iaxative remedy of known
valuo; o laxative which physicians eould
sanction for {amily use becauss its com-
ponent parts are known to them to be
whaolesome and truly benefieial in effect,
accepiable to the system and gentle, yet
prompt, in action.

In supplying that demand with ita ex-
eellent combination of Syrup of Figa and
Elixir-of Benna, the California Fig Syrup
Co. proceeds along ethical lines and relies
on the merits of the Inxative for its remark-
able sucoess, y

That is one of many reasons why
Byrup of Figs and Elixir of Senna is given
the preference by the Well-Informed.
To get ita beneficial eflects always buy
the genuine—manufactured by the Cali-
fornin Fig Syrup Co., only, and for sale
by all leading druggista. Price filty conts
per bottle,

BLAMED ON THE RAILROAD.

First Thought In Irishman’s Mind Af-
ter the Accldent.

Rallroad claim-agents have little
falth in their fellow creatures. Ong
gald recently: “"Hvery time 1 settle &
claim with one of these hard-headed
rural resldents who wants the rafl-
road to pay twlee what he would
charge the butcher if he gots a sheep
killed, I think of this story, illustra-
tive of the way eome people want to
hold the raflrord responsitle for
avery accldent, of whatever kind, that
happens. Two Irishmen were driving
home from town one nlght when thelr
bugey ran into a diteh, overturned,
and they were both stunned. When a
rescuer came along and revived them,
‘the first thing one of them said was:
‘Where's the traln? *Why, there's no
train  around,' be was told. ‘Then
where's tho railrond? “The nearest
raflrond s three miles away' he
learned, ‘Well, well,' he commented.
‘I knew it hit us pretty hard, but I
dldn't suppose If knocked us three
miles Jrom the track."”

THE LIMITATIONSOF THE CLOTH

His Reverence (whose caddle has
#neezed at the moment of putting)—
You—you—you naughty caddie!

A Busy Locality.

Jack 18 the «lght-year-old son of a
Philadelphia suburban merchant, and
not long ago made his first visit to
New York with ‘his father. The
stienuosity of the big town got on
the boy's nerves, and by bedtime he
was about run down, He tumbled
into bed quite regardless of certain
duties, but his father was mors ob-
gervant.

“Don't forget to say your prayors,
my boy,” he sald.

"0, what's the use, pop?” respond-
ed the boy. “God's too busy over here
to bother with a little thing like that.”

The father was shocked, but under
the ciroumstances he thought it best
not to urge hig son~—Lippincott's
Magazine,

His Opinion of the Dinner.
The guests at a large dinner party
did ample justice to the tempting
viands as course after courge was
served. They were loud In their
praiges of the Chinese cook, of swhom
the hostess was justly proud. They
declared they never ate more dell-
clous or appetizing delicicles, Final-
Iy the Chinaman brought in the last
coursg, & huge cake heavy with
frosting, e was & converted Chi-
ngman, and desiring fo honor his
religlon he had put & motto oh  the
cake that satisfied his congelence.

It read, “Prepare to Meot Thy God.”

RAILROAD MAN
Didn't Like Being Starved,

A man running on & raflroad hos to
be in good condition all the time or he
is llable to do harm to himself and
others.

A clear head I8 necessary to run'a

locomotive or conduct & train. Even
A rallrond man's appetite and diges-
tion are matters of importance, as the
clear brain and stesdy hand result

| from the healthy sppetite followed by

the proper digestion of food.

“For the past five years" writes a
raflroader, “I have been constantly
troubled with indigestion. Every doc-
tor I congulted seomed to want to
eturve me to death. First T was diat-
ed on warm water and toast until 1
whs almost starved; then, when they
would Jet me . eat, tho Indigestion
wonld be right hack again, _ i

“Only femparary rellef came .
remedies, and I trled about all of them'
I saw advertised. About three montha

tlood that my appetite wns satishied,

which had ot been the case before,

that I can remember,




